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Invitation 
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NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNININ 


Where'd you learn about 
Satan?-out of a book 


Love?-out of a box 
October lbth 


It used to be so easy, Axl mused, glowering at his Paper-mate fine point pen, blank white paper glaring back at 


him. 


He used to sit down, and words would flood his mind. A torrent of words spiraling together to weave into a 


verse, spinning out into a complete song. Now it seemed the words that entered his mind were dull and lifeless, 


not fit to be written down. 


Maybe this was the way it always was. The young were inspired, the old depressed and decrepit. But he wasn't 
that old yet. 


Just uninspired then. 


He laid the pen down on the glass coffee table and sat back on the leather sofa, reaching for the television 
remote control. He turned it on and started to flick to HBO, then paused. It was only nine-thirty at night, but 
CBS seemed to be airing a news special. What third world country had declared war on them this time? he 


wondered sourly. 


"Authorities have no comment as yet concerning the manner of death," a magenta-suited brunette stated 
solemnly. Axl idled over the channel. "However, rumors are already circulating concerning the musician's 


previous history of drug abuse." 


Musician? Drug abuse? He grinned, but the expression felt more like a snarl on his face. They meant a rock 
star. So who was it? Christ, wouldn't his faith in God and justice be restored if it was that jackass, top-hat- 


wearing clown? 


"Idol was in a recording studio only this morning, working on his first original album in over a decade. An album 


the public will now, regrettably, never have the chance to experience." 


He frowned as a photo flashed across the screen: an older man, sneering, his bleach-blond hair short and 


sticking up on end. 


"Again," the reporter said, "William Broad, popularly known as rock musician Billy Idol, was found dead in a Los 


Angeles hotel room only two hours ago, cause of death unknown" 


Axl flicked the TV off. Damn. And Billy hadn't been that old, either. He shivered. But maybe it was like the bitch 


said. Maybe he'd just been another junkie casualty. Rock and roll was a hard world to survive. 


He didn't want to think about this. He just wanted to get back to his writing, and pretend, at least to himself, 


that he was being creative. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


An appearance of the devil 
on a Venice canal. 

Running, | saw a Satan 

or Satyr, moving beside 
me, a fleshy shadow 


of my secret mind. Running, 
Knowing. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Something woke him during the night. 


He opened blurry eyes to the darkness of his bedroom, vaguely aware that something had disturbed him, but 


uncertain what. 
Something rustled. 


His eyes widened, struggling to adjust in the near-blackness. Someone-or something-was in his room. In his 
house. But how could they possibly have gotten past all the security measures? 


Under the blankets, his hand crept to the right side of the bed, quietly sliding open the bedside drawer. His 


fingers closed over the cool handle of an 8mm. "Who's there?" 
Papers ruffled. 
| don't know who the fuck you think you are, but I'm gonna kick your ass, motherfucker." His mind raced. 


A rough velvet laugh filled the darkness, echoed through the room, and then, just as suddenly, faded into 


silence. Axl felt chills run down his spine. 


"Scared words," a low voice said, lingering over the words like a man savors fine wine. "From a scared boy? Or 


aman running from himself." 


Axl's finger slid over the gun trigger. His other hand crept toward the window beside the bed. His fingertips 
caught the curtain, and flung it aside. Moonlight flooded the room, and Axl's heart stopped. 


The man leaning against his wall was tall and lithe, with eyes-such eyes!-that you could spend a lifetime 
studying and never fully understand. Rich brown hair hung in tangles to his shoulders, somewhere between 


waves and languid curls. Axl would have recognized him anywhere. The only problem was, this man was dead. 


He left the wall and paced around the room, his stride smooth, with the faintest hint of caution. Large, dark 
eyes slanted back at Axl. "| scared you." 


Axl swallowed three times fast. "Fuck. This is some kind of sick joke." 


"Maybe," the young man mused. "But maybe that's all life really is, is one grand joke, played out by gods we 


don't believe in anymore." 


"You're-" His other hand came to steady the one holding the gun. “You're not Jim fucking Morrison 
"No," the man agreed. "Jim died a long time ago. I'm what's left of him. Everything he was inside." 


Axl was trembling. "| don't know how you got in, but get the hell out of my house before | blow a fucking hole 


in your head." 


And that was when he knew for sure it wasn't Jim. Because the man smiled, and it was a smile Axl had never 
in his life seen on the Doors frontman or any other human being. his lips curled back, and white teeth glistened 
in the near dark. Where his canines should have been, two long, slender teeth rested. Their sharp tips pressed 


into his lower lip. 
"That would hurt," the creature said. 
Axl's head spun. What the-? 


| did come here for a reason," the Jim-look-alike said, gliding across the room, toward Axl. "| have a 


proposition for you.” 
"Stay the fuck back." His hands were sweating, making his grip slippery. 


Jim perched on the end of his bed, and the mattress dipped toward him. Axl shoved away until his back was 
jammed against the headrest. 


"I am Jim," the thing said. "| don't need to prove it to you. | accepted the wolf's offer. He came to me on the 
desert, and he offered me a drink of his water. No, | said; humanity clings like a bur. But time wears harder, 
and in a bathtub in Paris, | finally accepted his offer. So.." His fangs could barely be seen now, hidden by hips 


lips as he spoke. "Now | am part wolf, and still part me." 

Axl fought the urge to shiver. "You're crazy. | don't know who you are, but you're fucking crazy." 

"You don't know me, but | know you." Jim's head tilted thoughtfully. "I've watched you." 

"Watched me?" His hear-rate doubled in an instant. "How long? How fucking long?" 

"You think they betrayed you, those old friends of yours. The one with the black hair. The tall blond one. But 
most of all the one you grew up with. You hate him the most, because he left you with the least reluctance. 
You loved him. But he could never understand you. He never got you. Never realized how much pressure you 


were under, why you had to be so strong. He thought you were cold and vain." 


"You don't know dick,” Axl spit. 


"And the other one, the black-haired one. He promised he'd never leave you like the one before. You believed 
him. But he left, too. You sit at home now and you listen to his new record, though you'll never admit it. You 
listen to it over and over and over, and you wonder if he's fucking that skinny junkie who sings for him. You 
wonder if he misses you like you miss him." 

"Fuck you," he hissed, and the gun wavered. "Who -are- you?" 

‘lm the wolf, calling your name." Jim smiled again, slowly, just the tips of his fangs showing this time. "Answer 
me, Axl, and I'll make it all go away. You won't care anymore. You'll be free. Isn't that what you wanted, after 
all?" 

"Get out of here," Axl whispered. "I'll shoot you." 

How did he know all this? No one did. Not even Izzy and Slash had known half of it. 

"| won't promise never to leave you. Promises are for children. But I'll give you anything you want." 


"Yeah?" Axl forced out a laugh that left him breathless. "Why?" 


"Because Hollywood is the new Rome, rock stars are the senate, and | am the new god." Jim leaned forward, 


eyes deep enough to drown in. "Step into the labyrinth, Axl." 
"Get away from me." He was almost panting; his lungs ached. His head whirled. "Just get back" 


"That's all right" Jim laughed, another low, rich sound, so beautiful and so lethal it made Axl's ears bleed. "You 
have time. But not much." 


"Get out of my house, and if you ever come back." 

"Will you shoot me?" He leaned in further. "I'd like to know what it feels like." 

"Get away from me, you sick fuck." 

"When you wake up tomorrow morning, you'll think this was a dream." 

A dream, yes, it was all a dream, and any minute he'd wake up. 

Jim reached out, and in one smooth motion, his hands wrapped around the back of Axl's neck and drew him 
close. Axl squished his eyes shut, willing his finger to pull the trigger. Squeeze it, just fucking squeeze it. But 
his fingers refused. His heart slammed against his ribcage. He could feel cool breath ghosting across his cheek, 


could feel Jim's face almost brushing his. 


Lips caressed his neck. His eyes flew open, but all he saw was brown hair. A thousand thoughts of Izzy 


ricocheted inside his mind, and he shoved at them as though they were live things, attacking him. 


Then he cried out, as sharp teeth drove into the curve of his neck. He thrashed, and Jim moved back a few 
inches, so his eyes looked down into Axl's. His tongue flicked out to lick droplets of red blood off his lips. "A 
gift," he murmured. "So you don't forget" 


Shoot him, shoot him, fucking shoot him. 
Axl trembled; he was almost sobbing. 


Jim dropped his head once more, and this time there was no pain. Axl felt the swab of a tongue against his 
injured neck, and flinched, but then there was only a gentle pulling at the wound. He felt his blood being drawn 
out of him, and his head went light. So light. He could float away. 


He stopped struggling. 


The last thing he felt were Jim's arms circling him, before the blackness swallowed him. 


He woke past noon, cold and tired, heavy with nightmares. But when he walked into the bathroom and glanced in 
the mirror over the sink, he realized with plummeting horror that it hadn't been a nightmare at all. 


NUNN NNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN 


| am a guide to the labyrinth 


Come £ see me 


| will show you the girl of the ghetto 
| will show you the burning well 
| will show you strange people 


haunted, beast-like, on the 


verge of evolution 


-Fear the lords who are 


secret among us 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


(All quotes are Jim Morrison) 


Centre 


Disclaimer: | own no one, and | wish to harm no one. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


The Wolf, 

who lives under the rock 
has invited me 

to drink of his cool 
Water. 

Not to splash or bathe 
But leave the sun 

¢ know the dead desert 
night 

Ẹ the cold men 

who play there. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


_October 23rd 

By noon of that first day after the nightmare, he had come up with an explanation for the marks on his neck. 
While he was sleeping, he had somehow injured himself, bumped into something. His unconscious self had felt 
the pain, and his dreams had assimilated the sensation, creating an elaborate nightmare to accompany the hurt. 
What he had bumped into that left two small puncture wound at the base of his neck, he wasn't certain. But 
with each passing day, he grew more secure in his trust of this explanation. Until, that was, a week later when 


he woke up in the middle of the night and knew instantly that he wasn't alone. 


His breath tightened in his chest, and his throat closed up. He flung open the blind, letting in the night's glow. 
This time, it wasn't one figure, but two, perched on either side of the foot of his bed. 


"Fuck" He sat up, fists clenching in the sheets as wide eyes flicked back and forth between the two. "Fuck. This 


is a dream." 

The bleached-blond shot Jim a sneering look. "Are you sure this is who you want, mate? He's kind of..whiny." 
Jim didn't respond, eyes locked on Axl's. "You've thought about it?" 

"Go to hell" But his gaze kept flipping back to the other. "You're..you're young," 


The second vampire grinned, fangs glinting. Slender, silver crucifixes swung at his ears. "You will be, too, if 


Jimmy here gets his way." 


Axl darted a look at Jim. He merely watched, head tilted and lips curved up. Axl wet his lips. "Young?" Where 
had all his fear gone? Wafted away like smoke from a fire. "How?" 


"Leave the sun and cling to the night," Jim spoke, voice soft and lyrical. "It's the night who mothered us all. 
Weren't we conceived under starry skies, in blackened bedrooms? We're returning to the neon lights that were 


our beginning." 
Axl felt as though he'd lost the ability to breathe. His nerves hummed. But he couldn't stop staring at Jim. 


"Would you listen to him go on?" Billy rolled his eyes. "The man could spend hours listening to the sound of his 


own Voice. Look, Axl. You want to die or not?" 


He swallowed sharply, eyes going even wider when he saw that Billy watched the motion of his throat. "l-l-Fuck 
you." 


"Hold that thought.” All the casual humor was gone from Billy. He climbed the rest of the way onto the bed, 


and his movements went slow and slinky. He crawled toward Axl. 
Axl shrank back against the headboard, cringing. Wasn't real, was just a dream... 


"I thought you were supposed to be such a bitch." Cool eyes glinted; colder hands slid over his thighs through 
the blankets. "You're nothing but a kitten" 


He whimpered, a high-pitched sound in the back of his throat. His heart slammed against his ribcage, desperate 
to break free. But he couldn't look away. In the back of his mind, he thought he should be able to look 


anywhere he wanted, even if this was a dream, but in reality, he felt as powerless as a frozen popsicle. 
The room filled with a thick curtain of thrumming hunger and amusement, Axl could almost see it, like fog. 


Billy's hands slid up from his thighs to hold him by the waist. He wanted to jerk away, wanted to yell, but his 


body ignored his mind's commands. His chest heaved with rapid, shallow breaths. 


"You," Billy said, purring now, "smell just perfect. Like fucking...cinnamon gum." He leaned forward, straddling Axl's 
waist and practically sitting on his lap. Axl could have hit him; if only he could move. Billy's face-smooth and 
firm and all arrogant angles-dipped down, out of his sight, and he knew what was coming before the lips ever 


settled light and cool against his throat. Then the lips parted, and fangs pressed into his flesh. 


He winced, grabbing the vampire's shoulders and digging in his fingers with the pain. And it did hurt, far more 
than it had the last time. Spider webs of pain wove through his veins like razor blades, and a groan rose in his 


throat. 


‘Careful, lost boy. You'll hurt our new kitten" 


The languid whisper came fro his side, and when Billy released him, Axl turned his head to find Jim reclining at 
his side. He took Axl's wrist and brought it to his lips, kissed the skin reverently while he kept his eyes on 
Axl's. Axl knew beyond a doubt that he should be pulling away. Then Jim's fangs sank into his wrist, and as the 
older vampire began to drink, Axl no longer wanted to pull away. Warm ribbons of pleasure wound around him 
like a spell, and his breath caught for all new reasons. This..it was incredible. It was like being kissed all over 
your body, inside your body. It was like floating in a hot bathtub. It was like losing your soul, so wonderfully 
guilty and delicious. 


Billy grunted something under his breath and went back to Axl's neck, licking at the spilled blood. He resumed 
his sucking, gently this time, taking his time. 


Axl thought he was dying. It was possible. Two vampires were draining him, so maybe he really was dying. But 
it was such a death. He felt lost in a whirlwind of sensation, looking from one to the other before giving up and 
letting his eyes fall shut. Aching heat caressed over him, and he arched against Billy's cool body, all the while 
feeling the lithe serpent drawing his life from his wrist: 


They drew back, Jim taking Billy by the shoulders and pulling him away. When Axl opened his eyes, all he saw 
was the red on Billy's lips. And he wanted- 


(To taste it) 
-to scream. But he fell against the mattress, sprawled like a wanton whore. Heavy need filled his gut, but he 
didn't think he had enough blood, enough strength, to become fully aroused. He didn't feel as though he needed 


it. It sickened him to be played so easily. He wanted more of it. 


"Do you want to walk the labyrinth, Axl?" Jim hovered above him, eyes shining and lips parted. "Become a god. 
Civilization aches for deities; too long we've walked in atheistic blindness. We'll lead them to the New World." 


He shivered. So much to live for, wasn't there? So much he'd leave behind. 
Like the band. 

Like the fame. 

Like the friends. 

Like the lovers. 

But he hadn't believed in things like that for a long time. 


A chill passed through him, and he closed his eyes once more. "Yes." 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Forgive me Father for | know 


what | do. 


NNNNNNNN NNN Aw 


Axl thought he knew what to expect; he'd watched Queen of the Damned, all those other silly vampire films. 
What he didn't expect was for Jim for slip a small, ebony-handled knife from his pocket and lift it to his own 
pale throat. He opened his throat in one, slight motion, and the blood immediately welled and slithered down 


over his collarbone in a red cascade. 


He reached for Axl, long fingers twining in red hair, pulling him forward. Axl closed his eyes Tight, and one fist 
clenched in the blankets, the other hand reaching for Jim's shoulder, to steady himself. The flesh beneath the 
white shirt was cold and hard, like marble. But when his lips touched the wounded throat, he found the skin 


silken. 
He wasn't really going to drink this..this thing's blood, was he? 
Why not? 


His tongue flicked out, tasting the blood. It was rich and sweet in his mouth. More. His mouth latched onto the 


cut, and his throat worked as he began to swallow, drawing out the unholy life. 


-Gods,- a thousand voices seemed to whisper into his mind. -The secret lords who worship moonlight. Lift 


your face to our mother. Bask in her glory. Stain our souls to red from white. 


Jim stroked his face as he drank, petted his hair as though he was a child Axl pressed closer into the crook 
of his neck, pressed so close his teeth dug into the soft flesh. He felt a sudden, flaring need to bite down, to 
rip away the flesh and watch the ruby blood flow ever faster. Instead he gripped Jim's shoulder tighter, and 


drank on. 
With each swallow, his intoxication built. Stronger than wine, stronger than whiskey. It burned his throat in the 
same manner, one instant harsh and sandpapery, the next smooth and soothing. His head buzzed. Urgency coiled 


in his every muscle, and he could feel his heart speeding until it seemed it must explode. 


Jim broke away, and when he tried to follow, strong hands pressed him down into the mattress. "You'll open 


rivers of blood when you wake. It's time for sleep now." 


"Sleep.." His voice was raw in his throat, and he laughed. He could never sleep, not with this wildness rushing 


through him. He could never sleep again 


"I want to take him," Billy said plaintively. 


"No." Jim leaned low over Axl, ignoring Billy's baleful glare. 


Then Axl gasped, as Jim swooped low, fingers like claws in Axl's shoulders, fangs driving into his throat. And 
there was pain, blinding pain like fireworks behind his closed eyelids. The newly found sense of power began to 
slip away. 


"No," he hissed. He wanted the power, wanted the rush. Jim had no right to take it back now. He struggled, 
lashed out. 


No use. Pain paralyzed him. He lay, exhausted and panting. 


Billy had a hold of his other wrist, biting down into the network of veins, snarling softly as he sucked. Jim was 
immovable at his throat. Terror gripped Axl, even as his head went light. He couldn't be sure if he was lying 


down, or falling. Falling from some great height he couldn't remember climbing to. 


The dark of unconsciousness closed in on him, and this time, he knew it was the last time. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


| fall. Sweet blackness. 
Strange world that waits € watches. 


Ancient dread of non-existence. 


If it's no problem, why mention it. 
Everything spoken means that, 
its opposite, € everything else. 
I'm alive. I'm dying. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Awakening 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


An angel runs 

Thru the sudden light 
Thru the room 

A ghost precedes us 
A shadow follows us 
And each time we stop 


We fall 


vunnu 


October 3lst 
One instant there was nothing. 


Then the sensation of blackness hit him, and he was rushing through the blackness, being dragged through it 
like a hooked worm is dragged through watery currents. He didnt want to leave the comforting nothingness, 
wanted to remain forever blanketed in nonexistence. He wanted to scream out against the force pulling him, but 
he had no throat, no mouth, with which to scream. 


And suddenly he was drawing in a breath, and he had a body once more. His heart rumbled in his chest and 
began to beat, sluggishly, as thought it had been asleep for some time. His eyelids fluttered, and he forced 


them open. 


He lay on a long, burgundy-blanketed bed, wine-hued curtains surrounding him. Dozens of flickering candles sat 
on shelves around the small, musty room. Their light hurt his eyes, and he blinked, forcing himself to adjust. 
Where was he? He sat up, and as he did, he felt a strange ripple of smooth power in his body. The feel made 


him frown. 


Wherever this room was, it wasn't well insulated, and a chill draft made him shiver. His entire body, in fact, 
felt cool and stiff. He flexed his arms, arching his back to get the kinks out, as his eyes gazed around the plain, 
slightly grungy, chamber. It vaguely resembled something out of the Middles Ages, with the curtains and 


candles, and nothing else decorating the room. 

He should be terrified. 

The thought struck him as mildly amusing, and his lips curved up. He didn’t feel scared. Just curious. 

Axl slid off the bed, eyes narrowed as he realized he was completely, one-hundred-percent naked. His skin 


looked smooth and white in the candlelight. He couldn't help but smirk. Slash and Izzy should see him now, after 


all their snide remarks- 


He stared down at himself again, everything in his mind going tight and choked. He was thin. Not just thin 
Skinny. Downright fucking boney. Like he had been how many fucking years ago. He swallowed hard. Shit. Shit, 
shit, shit.. 


A dark, wooden door rested in the shadows of the room, and he leapt for it just as it swung inward. Billy 


stepped into the room, catching him with an arm around his waist. 
"Where do you think you're going, mate?" the blond sneered, half-smiling. 


Axl cringed at the contact on his bare skin. He opened his mouth, but at first, the words stuck, and when they 


did come out, they felt gravelly. "Mirror. | need a mirror." 


"| guarantee you, your reflection hasn't gone anywhere." Billy leaned back against the door, blocking it from 


Axis frustrated path. His eyes raked up and down the naked redhead, and he whistled under his breath. 


Axl could deal with waking up in this strange place, but this..not knowing himself..it made the fear pound in his 
ears like a second heartbeat. "I have to get a mirror-| have to see-Pleasel" He reached for Billy, clawed at his 


immovable shoulders. "Get out of my way!" His voice rose to a shriek, so loud, so shrill it hurt his own ears. 


Billy smirked, and looked as if he was about to speak, but against his back, the door pushed open, shoving him 
out of the way. 


Jim glided in, one eyebrow raised, eyes gleaming in the candlelight. He ignored Billy, reached for Axl. His hands, 
cool and silky-palmed, settled lightly on either side of Axl's face. Axl shivered, found himself lost in Jim's gaze, 


all else forgotten. 


"The eyes," Jim murmured, "hold the secrets to our existence. Your eyes are the gates to the wayfarer's 


heaven. So sad. Scared. Proud. Scared of pride." 


They were only inches apart. Axl's heart slammed in his chest, strong as it had ever been It was his breath 
that trembled. Jim's eyes, dark and glittery, depthless with understanding, filled his mind, his soul. He felt an 
almost unbearable to urge to arch up, to kiss those soft lips and see if they were as cool as the hands on his 


face. He hoped they were. 


"You want to see yourself” Jim's voice timbre changed from mesmerizing to amused. He released Axl's face, 
y g g 


sliding an arm around his shoulders instead. "Come with me then" 


Into the labyrinth, Axl thought, and bit back a laugh. He let Jim guide him out the door, into a long, dark 
hallway. There was a spark of light from behind, and he glanced back to see Billy lighting a cigarette as he 
ambled along after them. The flame of his lighter made his face flare with a sudden, demonic cunning. He 
turned quickly back, pressing a little closer to Jim's side. The soft white fabric of his loose shirt was warm, 
and against his hip, leather pants were buttery and comfortingly familiar. 


They turned to the right at a Y in the hall, then soon after, came through a double doorway. Axl stared 
around in awe. Dozens more candles filled this room, and in the room's center, its edges surrounded by piles of 
plush, sable furs, the room dipped into a pool. But no water shimmered blue. The liquid in the pool sat thick and 
calm and dark, dark red. 


‘Its a sight, isn’t it?" Billy elbowed him in the ribs, lips lifted in a grin that showed his slender fangs. "But go 
ahead and look at yourself" 


"What?" Axl said, and then he saw the mirrors, didn't know how he had missed them. They were everywhere. 
The walls were made of them, the ceiling was one giant plate of reflective glass. He stared around himself, and 
his breath caught. He stared at his reflection in one wall, walked slowly toward it. His palms came up to lie 


against the cool glass, and he sank to his knees. Oh, God. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


My hands—how they move 
balanced like lithe demons 


My hair-so twined and writhing 


l'm real. 
lim human 


But I'm not an ordinary man 


No No No 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN 


His hair hung soft and straight and silky over pale, smooth shoulders. Fringes of red fell into his eyes, half- 
covering his face. But he could see the face. His? No. Yes. Just as it had been so long ago. Delicate. Chiseled. 


Porcelain. His limbs were long and slender, his waist narrow, hips jutting. 


Crystalline tears dripped slowly down his face. He might have been thirty again. Younger. His hands curled into 
claw-like fists against the glass. Had he wanted this? His throat ached. 


"Jim." His voice rasped, and he swallowed, said the name again. This time it came out low and silken. 


Jim leaned over him, so that they gazed cheek-by-cheek into the mirror. He raised a hand, trailed a single 
finger down Axl's smooth face. "Do you feel like a god?" 


Axl shook his head. He felt like a kid again, scared and small. 


"There's nothing to fear anymore. Men follow gods' rule, and we are the new gods. | don't have to reassure 


you. You know they'll worship you." 


He shivered and shifted out of Jim's touch, only to find himself stopped by Billy. The blond looped an arm 


around his shoulder's where Jim's had been, and tugged him close. His head dipped down, lips grazing Axl's neck. 
Words vanished. 
Axl stared back into his reflection's eyes, saw all the fear and uncertainty, and hated it. 


Billy's lips were ice-cold on his flesh, and he arched into the kisses, even when fangs sank into his skin. The 
sensation was pair/pleasure, and it thrilled him to the center of his being. 


"Come here," Billy growled in his ear, hooking his hands under Axl's arms and dragging him backward. Fur slid 

under his back, and Axl let himself be dragged, until he heard a wet splash. He gasped as he fell into the pool, 
immersed in warm liquid. His feet sought a bottom and found nothing. He sank under, holding his breath, arms 
and legs treading the thickness to bring himself to the surface. He drew in a sharp breath when he came up. 
The water surrounding him wasn't water at all, but it smelled glorious in his nostrils. His tongue flicked out to 


taste it on his lips, rich and sweet. 


Arms crept around him, and he clung to Billy. "What does it taste like?" the accented voice purred into his ear, 


and he shuddered. 


‘Its blood" He twisted to see Billy. The bleached hair was red now, the black leather vest soaking. "Isn't it?" He 
couldn't help but lean down to kiss at the curve of Billy's neck, tongue scraping at the blood covered flesh. 


"Where does it come from?" 
"What does it matter?" His hands streaked over Axl's slender body, hard and urgent. 


"It doesn't." The taste of blood filled his mouth, and he swallowed it down greedily, never pausing to wonder at 
himself. All the uncertainty began to ebb away, replaced with a strange new confidence. Blood surrounded his 

naked body, and that knowledge wracked him with delicious shudders. He licked more enthusiastically at Billy's 

skin, over his shoulders, up to his face, until their mouths joined in a bloody kiss. Billy growled into his mouth, 
and Axl purred back, arching. 


Fresh blood. The thought leapt into his mind, and before he could understand it, he was biting down on Billy's 
tongue. Fangs he hadn't known he possessed cut through the strong muscle, and hot blood rushed into their 
mouths. Billy made a snarling sound, and began to bite at Axl's tongue and lips, until Axl was gasping and 
wounded and painfully aroused. He rocked his hips against Billy, found the other vampire as hard as he was. He 


wondered suddenly, wildly, what it would be like to fuck in the pool of blood. 


Then new hands slid between them, pulling Axl back He mewled a protest as he was lifted half out of the pool. 
His legs dangled in the blood; his back fell into soft furs. He shivered in the sudden cold, shivered with the loss 
of the blood. 


But then Jim was rising over him, naked and dripping blood. He gazed down at Axl, and Axl felt a trembling need 
slide through him. “Tomorrow night you can kill," the vampire promised. "Tonight is for learning.’ He lowered so 
that he was half in the blood-pool, crouched between Axl's splayed thighs. Long fingers gripped slim hips, and 
Jim sank down, slowly, eyes holding Axl's for as long as possible. 


Axl's body bowed, back sliding against soft furs, and his moan filled the air. Billy crept up to lie beside him, 
hardness sliding steadily against Axl's leg. His eyes were challenging as he tipped his head back, revealing the 


tantalizing curve of his throat. 


Axl panted, hips rising and falling, face turned to press against Billy's offered throat. Uncertainty. Fear. He 
shoved them aside, and they slithered away like resentful serpents. No more worries. He was Axl. He was 


whatever he wanted to be. 


With one hand he gripped Jim's blood-coated hair. The other he slid behind Billy's neck, pulling him closer. His 
lips throbbed, his heart pounded, and his fangs were heavy in his mouth. He peeled back his lips and sank into 


Billy's neck, closing his eyes as he drank. Ecstasy broke over him in waves that he knew would never end. 


Mirrors reflected the scene a hundred times, images bouncing off each other as echoed moans chased 


themselves around the chamber. Oblivious, the vampires fed. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


| am trouble 
Immeasurably 


By your eyes 


| am struck 
By the feather 
of your soft 


Reply 


The sound of glass 
Speaks quick 
Disdain 


And conceals 
What your eyes fight 


To explain 


vunnu 


~~ THE END~~ 


